TRANS-SIBERIAN EXPRESS

But it had been great fun : a comical and violent
climax to an interlude in which comedy and violence.
had been altogether too lacking for my taste. It was
good to lie back in the long grass on a little kfoa&*Ln<i
meditate upon that sprawling scrap-heap, that study in
perdition. There she lay, in the middle of a wide green
plain : the crack train, the Trans-Siberian Luxury
Express. For more than a week she had bullied us.
She had knocked us about when we tried to clean our
teeth, she had jogged our elbows when we wrote, and
when we read she had made the print dance tiresomely
before our eyes. Her whistle had arbitrarily curtailed
our frenzied excursions on the wayside platforms. Her
windows we might not open on account of the dust,
and when closed they had proved a perpetual attraction
to small sabotaging boys with stones. She had annoyed
us in a hundred little ways : by spilling tea in our laps,
by running out of butter, by regulating her life in
accordance with Moscow time, now six hours behind
the sun. She had been our prison, our Little Ease.
We had not liked her.

Now she was down and out. We left her lying there,
a broken, buckled toy, a thick black worm without a
head, awkwardly twisted : a thing of no use, above
which larks sang in an empty plain.

If I know Russia, she is lying there still.

It was, as I say, an ideal railway accident. We suffered
only four hours' delay. They found another engine.
They dragged that last, that rather self-righteous coach
back on to the main line. From the wrecked dining-car
stale biscuits were considerately produced. In a sadly
truncated train the Germans, a few important officials and
myself proceeded on our way. Our fellow-passengers
we left behind. They did not seem to care.
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